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A BALLADE OF BARDS. 

Who are these singing beside the way, 

Where life's full current streams fast and free, 
With solemn faces that seem to say : 

ZNjot a commonplace folk are we! 
Star-struck, leaden-eyed, sad to see, 

Their breasts they beat and their hands they wring; 
For well they wot it is fate's decree 

Nobody listens howe'er they sing. 

They crown each other with boughs of bay; 

Each unto each do they bend the knee ; 
They all write poems that never will pay, 

Because they are better than poems should be. 
But ah ! they sing not to gain a fee, 

That were a shameful, a sordid thing. 
What do they sing for? Vanitie ! 

Nobody listens howe'er they sing. 

"Work," says one, "while 'tis called to-day, 

For night soon endeth thy work and thee " : 
And forward the world's work goes, and they 

'Neath the kindly shade of a wayside tree, 
Sit, singing their songs in a minor key, 

With wail of flute and thrumming of string : 
Life's tide tears past, and the swift years flee. 

Nobody listens howe'er they sing ! 

Envoy. 

Prince, I am one of them, woe is me ! 

Prince, I am one of them: there's the sting. 
That none may suspect it, I shout in glee, 
" U^obody listens howe'er they sing! " 

Herbert E. Clarke. 
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